STORY OF APOLLONIUS OF  TYRE.            2OI
Fro Tire, anone answerde some. And over this they saiden more, The cause why they comen fore Was for to seche and for to finde Appollinus, which is of kinde Her lege lord.   And he appereth And of the tale whiche he hereth He was right glad, for they him tolde, That for vengeaunce, as god it wolde, Antiochus as men may wite With thunder and lightning is forsmite. His dochter hath the same chaunce. So be they both in o balaunce. Forthy, our lege lord, we say In name of all the lond and pray, That lefte all other thing to done, It like you to come sone And se your owne lege men With other, that ben of your ken, That live in longing and desire, Till ye be come ayein to Tire. This tale after the king it had Pentapolim all oversprad. There was no joie for to seche, For every man it had in speche And saiden all of one accorde : A worthy king shall ben our lorde, That thought us first an hevinesse, Is shape us now to great gladnesse. Thus goth the tiding over all.
But nede he mot, that nede shall. Appollinus his leve toke, To god and all the lond betoke With all the people longe and brode, That he no lenger there abode.
The king and quene sorwe made, But yet somdele they weren glade